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an awe-inspiring route on a dark night.   Were
there not boetas in plenty, hiding in the giant trees
which spread their liana-clad limbs as if they were
eager to clutch at any intruder's throat ?   But
Chaluay, having placated the demons with cinnamon
seeds that morning, strode forward with assurance.
The moon which did not favour the antics of the
boetas, had risen and he knew that soon his own
master, the Creator of Light, would have his devil
in action, sweeping the jungle-fringed bay with its
powerful beams.    Chaluay regarded his  master,
Mijnheer Van Kleest, as a very great man, second
only to the village doekoen who alone could regulate
the voices of the fighting cocks by his magic throat
prescriptions.   The  Mijnheer  had  been   on the
island for several years and Chaluay had been his
servant at the lighthouse ever since his arrival.
The natives on the island respected the Mijnheer
as the tuan besar and Creator of Light.   They
seldom regarded him for what he was, a rather
lazy widower, overfond of beer, rystaffel and sleep.
The monotonous routine of a lighthouse keeper's
life on one of the remoter Javanese islands, in-
creased his natural indolence,
As Chaluay came to the final stage of the jungle
track he caught a glimpse of the lagoon across the
bay. Through the stems of the trees he could ,see
a wide stretch of moonlit water.
A moment later he saw an amazing sight. There
was a subdued humming in the air and a machine
bird settled down gracefully on the sheltered surface
of the lagoon, a short distance away from the